THE  SPANISH  WAR
the same moment another English journalist engaged In
watching the fight. He was an old friend of mine, Major
Harold Pemberton, son of the well-known novelist, and
was representing the Daily Express. In Pans I always met
him at motor and air shows, and my recollections of him
went back for nearly twenty years. That was the last lost
opportunity I had of seeing him, for the next time I
heard of him he was lying dead under the rums of a
crashed aeroplane on a Scottish hill. He had escaped the
dangers of shell and bullet in the Spanish war to fall
victim, to an aeroplane accident at home.
The fight in front of the bull-ring was quickly decided,
and before I had been there half an hour I could see that
the Reds were in full retreat and the Patriot forces were
bringing up their motor-lorries and their own armoured
cars to start off in pursuit.   Friendly guides took me down
the streets of Merida, for the moment free from the air
bomb peril, to Colonel Telia's headquarters    I found him
a man of young middle age, tall and athletic, with a
smiling oval face and brown hair sleekly brushed back
from a high forehead.   He spoke in excellent French—I
rarely found a Spanish staff or field officer who did not
speak either excellent French or English—and outlined
to me the position of his forces.   I was to meet him and
the other leaders—Yague, with his bison's head sur-
mounted with shaggy iron-grey hair; Asensio, like a tall,
thin English colonel, his temples grey and his face brick-
coloured and seamed; Castejon, of middle stature with
broad shoulders and round black head; men who wrote
pages of Spanish history and whose names will not be for-
gotten so long as the Spanish Legion lives—many a time
during the next three months on the long road which led
to Madrid.
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